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KN Y L—, how great the injury, the crime, 
xxx To murder fame, tho" born in any clime. 
When you, pure I. —, dark with. exceſſiye „ 
Ruſh'd on us, infupportable to fight, 

And ſhew'd ſuch innocence, fuch' ſpotleſs ſnow, ; 

As eien the breaſts of angels do mot Enο]]ũĩö 
When fat the l- e, in death's pomp, auguſt, 

Or rob'd with life to ſave the guiltleſs juſt, 

In mourning, when white Innocence was dreſt, 
Mourning, the veil, not th image of your breaſt, _ 
Altho' the wicked world ſays. the reverſe, 

What name's ſo ſpotleſs it will not — 8 

B | Tho 


„Mik row. 


SHONE It Lv ÞCt 
525 . 
Tho' to your — your innocerte appear, 
Yet by the cens'rin ing world you are not clear E 
To that ſtrict judge, your beart, my muſe appeals, 
That heart, which not one ſting of conſcience feels. 
Oh! ay, my 1. how ſweetly you repoſe, 
Your pillow's made of lillies and of roſe, 
But, ah I. fo tender is the human breaft, 
One roſe-leaf, if miſplac d, diſturbs our reſt ; 
Perhaps that roſe-leaf is the world's eſteem, 
A ſhort-liv'd ſweet, of roſes tis a dream, 
Thine are long dreams of roſes—noe of blu 
Caurs d be the wretch by whom that's underſtood. 
- Who thinks ſuch horror, may he never know 
Thoſe tranquil ſtreams which in your boſom flow. 
Murder purſue him to carth's utmoſt verge, 
And to th' abyſs, that opens on him, urge; 
May in his ſlumbers frightful terror wake, 
And when he wakes, his flying ſteps o ertake. 
When tir d, may terror fix upon his heart, 
And grief ſit by him never to depart. 


[8] 

Be ev'ry glance a tear, a ſigh each breath, 

May he loath life, yet tremble at wiſh'd death: 

If he's a noble for ſuch n = are, 

Who murder fame, however chaſte and fair ; 

May he think poyſon ſpreads the genial board, 
And ev'ry knife, keen murder recking fword ; 

To look in pict ring chryſtal ſhould he dare, 

May be ſtart back, and think a murd'rer's there; 

Terror in ſleep ſtretch wide the gates of ſight, 

And with his future ſtrangled image fright ; 

Scorn'd by the hangman's hands, may he be drin 
To end himſelf, abhor'd by you, and heav'n; 

My L—, you're not the only one, whoſe fame 

Is ſtain'd, and bluſhes for another's ſhame ; 

Bluſhing for villainy, that wounds your fide, 

When you for your defence cannot provide; 


Villains at nothing bluſh, tis not their hue, - 
Guilt's a white roſe, —ſay, /patheſs L—, is't true? 
Firſt, as my countryman, I've done you right, 
In juſtice to a ſoul /o virgin white. = 
Happy, 


[ 4 ] 


Happy, my L—, if, like your —, my muſe, 
Has done that juſtice, ſhe cou'd not refuſe. 


Now a wrong d foreigner calls on my pen; 
I think none foreign, who are injur d men; 
Engliſh or French, tis the ſame injury, 
The ſame to the Almighty and to me; 
An injur'd Indian claims my ſigh, my tear, 
As much as Chriſtians, and alike is dear; 

Not only claims my tears, but my relief, 

My hand, my heart, my ſoul, t alleviate grief: 
There is no diſtant faith, no diſtant ſky, = 
India is England in ſoft Pity's eye; 

As heav'n furrounds us, ſo the gen'rous ſoul 
Embraces all in one collected whole: 

A Jew's a Chriſtian, if his tender breaſt 
Relieves a fighing Chriſtian, when diſtreſs'd. 
Mendez, that Chriſtian Jew, who don't prefer 
To a good Chriſtian's Chriſtian Murderer ? 


Mendes, 


C5] 


The ſaviour of the poor, whom he reliev d. 501 


Hah | th'azure curtains of the ſky ſtart wide, 
On a white cloud I view a virgin bride ; 
Below I ſee her coarſe, with flowers adorn'd, 
—No—ſhe adorns them—by all eyes ſhe's mourn'd ; 
For once France mourns, her eyes are drown'd in tears, 
Her cheek, the lilly which ſhe holds, appears ; 
A train of virgins, paler than their dreſs, 
In fighs, grief's eloquence, their grief expres ; 
A bridegroom, near the bier with ſorrow mute, 
Speaks with his mournful looks, what no words ſuit; 
Near the pale coarſe, a tender father ſtands, 
He lifts his eyes to heay'n, and 2 his hands; ; 
The grave is open to receive in death, 
The greateſt beauty that had ever breath. 
I aſk—the faireſt virgin c'er was born, 
Was murder'd on her hymeniel morn; 


C Of 


[6] 


Of weeping France, the hope, the grief, and joy, 
Her bridegroom Fame; her father was Be thong 5 
Dennis “, her murd'rer's name who Davis hir d, 
An old aſſaſſin, from the Stage retif d; _ 
Who, murd'ring ev ry part he ever play d. 
Retires for fear to meet their angty ſhade. | 
Genius, from-heav*n- deſcend, erke throw, 
And nobly vindicate an injur d ſ aum 
Revenge the tender, mournful muſe of 3 Ty 
Thee, great Belloy, whöſe firains tlie ſoul intrance; 
Whoſe voice is nature's, by heayen's voice inſpir d, 
With ev'ry, tender, noble paſſion fir d; a 
Obedient vature, waits for thy command, 

Tis nature writes and genius guides her hand, 
Receive this verſe, to injur d merit due, | 
Ah! could I, genius, ſo receive from you; 
To murder thy bright muſe how: great the crime, 
It is the death of Caynewts in his prime; 
Tis nothing when a fool, tho erowa d, is urn'd; 


When genius dies, heav'n nearly is concern'd ; 
The 


6Ritious name for a bed poet, taken from the real name of a wretched one, 
zero. or genids, a Virgil, &c. 


[7] 


The grave of genius is an angel's hearſe, 

Plum'd' with the pen, whence flows immortal verſe ; 

Cou'd bleſſed God ſhed tears, he'd ſhed one then, 

And mourn himſelf in the bright ſons of men; 

Then we may almoſt ſay God dies on earth, 

He breathes in genius, and he reigns in worth, 

He ſmiles in beauty, but a beauteous mind, 

Shews the firſt fair's full length to all mankind : 

Tho' Cxurcail's dead, he never ſhall expire, 

Till nature's works and his conſume in fire; 

Alone the ſacred fire of heay'n is fit, 

To burn works wrote with heay'nly fire and wit. 

Burſt, Causxcnii, from the grave, if that can hold 

A genius ſo immortal and ſo bold; 

He from the marble jaws of death burſts forth, | 

By ſtrength of genius, and by ſtrength of worth; 

Hail ſhade, moſt dear | pluck from thy angel wing 
That pen, whoſe ſharpneſs was to B— death's ſting ; 

Revenge a muſe, whoſe charms are drown'd in tears, 
Reſembling yours, in beauty and in years; | | 

iN ; Both 


= | - 
Both deal in greaf, yours ſharp, hers pleafing woe, 

She makes France weep, you England caus'd to'erflow ; 
The ſnows of Scotland you firſt taught to melt, 
For the firſt time the hard'n'd Thane grief felt ; 

« His tyrant heart no more its nature kept, 
© The foe of England wonder'd why he wept ;” 
Scots fear'd thy Famine more than e en their own, 
Their mountains tremble at thy muſe and groan. 
Revenge a muſe, whoſe very tears can charm, 
Lend me thy thunder and direct my arm; 
Melpomene needs not her crimfon veſt, 

In her own vital crimfon ſhe is dreſs'd ; 

Dennis wreſts from her hand the lifted ſteel, 

And makes that beauty her own dagger feel ; 

| That moving beauty, who made others mourn, 


Now mourns herſelf, and weeps upon her urn : 


<« Shame to the ſoul is death” BELL ov tis true, 
You'd bluſh to death thyſelf transform'd to view. 
Dennis, to thee, BsLLovy, is not oblig'd, 
Tho' you in vain his Calais have beſieg d; 
| In 


[9] 

In all the urder you've committed there, 
In which bright genius ſelf you did not ſpare ; 
One beauty you have not a captive made, 
Thy murd rous muſe has all in ruin laid; 
Fierce genius you deſtroy'd, cauſe he'd not yield, 
That flaming hero in the muſes field ; 
The Siege of Calais more reſiſted thee, 
Than Calais, Epwazp plum'd with victory; 
Its beauties moſt reſiſted thy attack, | 
Which in revenge you tortur'd on the rack ; 
Altho' you raviſh'd them, yet not one charm 
Was raviſh'd from them, or receiv'd a harm; 
Thus nymphs of paradiſe their prophet paints, 
Whoſe virgin charms enjoyment never taints ; 
Thus were by E--- a virgin laid, 
She'd riſe again an unpolluted maid ; 
One hair you injur'd not of their fair head, 
Still blooms as ever their cœleſtial red, 3 
Not rouge, tho that's thought heav'nly by all thoſe, 
Where lying art ſupplies true nature's roſe. 

3 With 


[ t0/] 


With Reinholds ſelf our modern beauties vie, 
Their very lips, when filent, tell a lye ; 

Falſe faces, and falſe hearts, falſe heads—of hair, 
In all they rival either whore or play'r ; | 
Breaſts of falſe ſnow, with art they riſe and fall, 
In one thing only true—they're falſe in all. 


Yet there's a nymph, the very bloom of youth, 
Whoſe ev'ry beauty is a heav'nly truth ; 
| Modeſty fits upon her virgin check, 
Bluſhing to be o'ercome by charms ſo meek ; 
Her eye's the ſally of her ſparkling wit, = 
And on her lip the ſmiling graces ſit ; 
Her boſom heaves towards its native heav'n, 
| Whoſe ſpotleſs ſoul ſcarce needs to be forgiv'n ; 
Each ſhews the other, tho” they are conceal'd, 
One virgin by another {lightly veil'd ; 
She innocently wounds—all hearts expire— 
T he naked ſoul of innocence—tis Dr. 

Love 


[mJ 
Love fled away with reaſon, muſe return 
To thoſe French beauties who thy abſence mourn, 


As Britons Wil xs, their abſent {elves they weep, 
Stupify'd by a genius born aſleep ; 

Dennis, in peace why with the French wage war ? 
That bleſt, eurs'd, hoſtile —, which all abhor ; 
That tragi-comedy made by a L—, 

As much as his damn'd work, by all abhor'd : 

In France tis comedy, all Smile, all Laugh 
Unmaſk'd—then view the other tragic half. 

Hah ! Tragedy ſtrikes home her fatal ſteel, 

A matron falls—what terrors, heav'n, I feel— 
Lift up her mourning veil—O | horror, grief, 
My country bleeds, and bleeds paſt all relief. 


No more. Muſe ſing the bard who Calais ſtorm'd, 
And tragedy to comedy transform d. 75 
Havard, who ſmiles in tears, thus ſhews vaſt power, 
An April fool caught in an April ſhow'r ; J 
19 R 


[722] 
Dennis turns tears to ſmiles, and grief to joy, 
Gay murd rer of the graces of Belloy : - 


Thus oft, who duels, turns to nurder's fon, 


Tho ſmiling gaiety diſcourſe begun, 
How oft the circling glaſs, in crimſon dreſs d, 
Shews future murder in its hue expreſs d. 
Dennis, ſtrict juſtice ſhall thy ear oblige, 
To hear the murders of thy horrid ſiege; 
Barbarian, view the numbers of the ſlain, 
All murder'd in cool blood, eternal ſtain | 
In thee glows not of genius one bright ſpark, 
All murder'd in cool blood, and in the dark ; 
You flew thoſe beauties which you cou'd not ſee, 
Nor ſpar d or ſex or age O] cruelty. 
With inharmonious nonſenſe you begin, 
Thy wretched poetry is horn in ſin; 
What does count Vienne abandon Calais now: 
Abandon'd muſe, thy ſtreams o'er pebbles flow ; 
| By all abandon d, but the blind or dimm 
le whom che ſage abandon'd, —or that him ; 
In 


131 


In vain the ſightleſs eyes of art he wears, 
And like unſeeing ſtars, on authors ſtares 
There, inſight's blind as fight; without one ray: 
« Heav'n on his ſightleſs inſight pour the day.” 
Vienne now flames in fight, we burn to join 
The ardour of the heart, not yours, but mine. 

The buſkin'd muſe, like Dian's buſkin'd maids, 
Ventures her beauteous neck in thy dark ſhades. 

And limits us to cares inactive and 

And ſenſe and harmony are at a ſtandd; 
Verſe ſhou'd the ſenſe confine, as beauty cloaths, 
Except the full deſcription overflows 
The bounds, when genius ſings Meſſiah's morn, 
Where heav'nly thought in heav'nly verſe is born; | 
Thus ruſhes o'er all earth impetuous praiſe, 'Q 
«© One flood of glory, one unclouded blaze 
« Ofer-flow thy courts, the light himſelf ſhall ſhine / 
* Reveal'd'—it is—in Pope's immortal line. 37 


b ” " *4a# 4 W © + & = o * 
* 4 * 
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« We take our poſt alert, to fly where er 
Alert is pretty, but why break off there ?— 
t Eager to ruſh where danger's death” — that line, 
Perhaps, had ſpar d the bluſhing of the nine. 
* O! my dear country, ol tormenting thought” — 
« For want of thought you vhiſtld as you wrote. 
My country, O ! what pain thy wounds to view, 
To ſee thee bleed tis death - and not bleed too; 
So ſings the moving muſe of great Belloy, 2 
Whilſt you three lines to murder two employ. 
Alas, too moving! ah I I feel grief guſh: _ 
Who weeps not at thoſe lines, to live ſhou d bluſh, 


Father of heav'n, hy ſtarts this ſudden tear ? 
O! my loſt country, next to God, thou'rt dear; 
Thou art my mother, by: that melting name, 
You all my tenderneſs and duty, claim ;- 
Scarce my own mother I lov'd more, and how 
I loy'd her, O | my God, you only know. 


When 


L 15 ] 


When ſhe expiring lay, paſt all relief, 
(The mournful image makes me die with grief, 


O ! ever preſent, ever diſmal hour, 


Which younger grows with years, beyond time's pow'r, 
To ſee my dying country, ſcarce moves leſs, 

Sinking in ruin, paſt all hop'd redreſs, 

Paſt all relief, but that, which ſhe expects 

From heav'n, and that choice few which heav'n' directs; 
Ye noble few, with num'rous virtues crown'd, br © 
Ah |! raiſe your mother country from the ground; 

In vain her ſexton then ſhall dig her grave, 

But find his own—nor ſhall a monarch le | 

Gainſt him I'll draw my pen, that feather'd death, 
Till rude death ſnatch it with my fleeting breath . | 
When by Life's winking taper, I can write | 

Not one curſe more, a curſe ſhall cloſe my Gght. 
Wou'd the ink were, with which Jever wrote, 

Not pour d on paper, but pour'd down his throat. 

O! England, if thou can'ſt not ſhun thy doom, 
Cruſh'd in thy ruins may I find my tomb : 

When 


[a6] 

When Freedom breathes no more, it is beneath 

A Roman or an Engliſhman do breata. 
i of Thaib 22% i lend wes 1 0 

Mule, leave thy country, and reſume thy ſtrain, 

The viũble obſcure of Dennis 'bram2z 

6e O jealous governor 1 thy val rous pride 

Of that verſe jealous, no muſe ever Geh'd: 

** And he obtain the prize, the glorious prize” — 

Which ſeems dull nonſenſe in wit's ſparkling 0 

ce An unknown heavineſs that ſinks me down; 

Uakiown ta. thee, tho' khown' to all the town. 


<« What, do you then deſpair of our ſueceſs ?” 
1 do, and Davis wets with tears the preſs : 


Not Cnvuxeni's muſe:cou'd make him more deſpair, 
when from the ſtage her ſerpents hiſs d that player: 
Not NhO by her flaming ſword was drivin, 
Mourn 'd'thore, thatnation's curſe, where he finds heav'n ; 
I mean the mighty Thane, whom all abhor, 
England's "worn foe, who making ene made \ war : 
Andr n b! Ws 45 ni d 
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His name I'm forc'd to whiten with my ink, 


Who deals in darker deeds, at which we ſhrink ; 


E'en virtue's virgin name is dang'rous now, 
Her light reflects on villainy's dark brow ; 
E'en the Lord's Pray'r ſeems ſatire to the devil 
And — which ſays, Deliver us from evil. 

's ſacred, but pure virtue, in theſe times, 
Vile Gold, that venal Pope, abſolves all crimes ; - 
Gold i is their God, who have no other worth, 


B -- 's Almighty, which makes heay'n on earth; 


And ſacred ſilver is his only ſon, 
So the Belief of avarice wou'd run. 


And what is worlt of all, ceaſe to eſteem 


Thy empty muſe, of azure air a dream. 

Fat Fletcher mourns g'er his forgotten bard, 
Bury'd in ignorance and Paul's church yard; 
May none diſturb his grave, peace be his lot, 


tc The world forgetting, by the world forgot "op 


E 


* 


* Them- 


4 


[18] 
* Themſelves ! no, kind heaven be prais'd, we are 75 
There die th' harmonious maids, not one you ſpare; 
<« This maſter- piece of art to nature join d 
Not art or nature in thy work we find; 
«© Where art and nature ftrive for maſterſhip 3 
So ſpeaks ſtrong genius, when heav'n fires its lip. 


For England's cauſe, Harcourt, the glory once,” — 
With ſhame the muſes bluſh at thee, thou dunce. 
& Of France the terror now,” you there unveil, 

You turn its fleur de lys with terror pale. 
The art of war has nothing hid from him 
Nature hides all from thee, as Davis dim; 
Art veils no myſt' ry from his piercing eyes; 
Thus ſpeaks fair nature, for whom genius dies. 
« And to a Frenchman France now owes its ruin 
And to a ſool French fame owes its undoing. - 
* One man's oppreſſion brought on all our woes; 
Too true, alas | Wilkes knows it, and heav'n knows. 
Ve 


[ 19 ] 


Ye Catos of our iſle, what wounds you more, 
Than Liberty when baniſh'd England's ſhore : 
Humanity and patriot love both fix 
Their longing eyes on Wilkes, tears mutual mix ; 
Methinks I hear a heav'nly voice deſcend, 
And cry, Ol fave your country, fave its friend; 
Obedience to the voice of heav n be giv'n, . 
Tender humanity's the voice of-heav'n ; 
It is the angel's lute that firſt began 
To mourn, in charming ſtrains, the fall of man; 
Then handed down to nature, naturg ſung, 
The trembling lute her trembling heart-ſtrings ſtrung z 
She ſung—the ſolitary deſart ſmil d, 1 
Savages, the firſt Scots, no more were wild; 
She gave the tender lute to all the good, 
Virtue in thoſe young times .were-underſtood ;_ - - 
Then were no Lords, but thoſe whom God had made, 
The Lords of nature and of nature's ſhade; - 
Thoſe Lords of nature knew no lye, unaw d. 
In naked innocence, they paſſ d their God; 

| Then 


[20] 


Then was no Murd'rer but bright beauty's eye, 
In mourning dreſsd, or th'azure of the ſky ; = 
Then flow'd truth's chiyſtal tide that knew no ebb, 
Then was no titled perjury, no ——, 
Infernal monument of a dark age, 

such thy infernal muſe, and each dark page; 
A dull, black marble monument, thy brain, 
Unmark d with poetry heavenꝰs azure vein - 
« Of ignorance when all the ſcience was, 

Thy ignorance its finiſn d picture draw; 
Thou finiſhd fobl, with moſt unſiniſh'd ſenſe, 
Like travell'd R- - 'who'hates wit's expence ; 

2 Whoſe marble head and heart, when ruin falls, 

Can like Amphion's lyre, rebuild his walls. 
Thuy fon is dead, he never cou'd retteat; 
How dead that vcſe,. ah l in Belloy how great; 
« Fear was the only terror of his ſoul,” 
“Fair Alienorag what will be thy fate? 
To be defam'd by one who can't tranſlate; 

ant She 


[=] 
She flies o'er France, ſhe tears her beauteous hair, 
The ſpeaking picture of her wild deſpair ; 
She cries to heav'n, her ſoul is on the rack, 
— Give me my violated honour back ;— 
Nothing can ſatisfy her, but thy blood, 
The poet's—ink—on earth pour thy black flood; 
"Tis the black fea, in which her beauty's drown'd, 


For ever ſunk, nor can one charm be found, 


te The king is wounded and my father is” 
In chains, thy muſe drops thro' her chains in this; 
© She hangs on high and blackens in the ſun, 
Gibbetted for the murders ſhe has done; 
She hangs near heav'n, for the firſt time ſublime, 
And blackens in the ſfun—Belloy's bright rime. 
His brightneſs ſhews thy darkneſs, 'thus appears wil 1 
The human di'mond, when it mourning wears; 
« I ſaw him drop, our ſoldiers march'd along,” 
'Tis a dead march, the muſe's fun'ral ſong ; 
| F 6 Silent 


Ta) 


« Silent, and dread as death our army mov'd,” 
So (ings the muſe when; hy warm genius lov'd. 
« In dread array ; when on a ſudden ahh * 
: How faint the thunder, which thy cannons pour; 
Glowing deſcription, with heay n's fire enliven, 
« Sudden. burſt thunder, ſudden as from heaven, 
te O'er helm d whole ranks with one impetuous burſt ;** 
Impetuous burſt, ol nonſenſs not the firſt. 
Yet ſtill our noble knights, my father at 
Their head, thou'ſt-none; like faſhion without hat. 
I Alas} one fatal ſho his courſer, fuck. | 
Sure at the breaft of nonſenſe thou didſt ſuck. 
Who in his anguiſn dragg d his rider on, 
You drag the muſe to death, her ſpirit's gone. 
« And threw him midſt his foes beſmear d in blood; 
You dive for pearls and tiſe beſmear d with mud; 
Belloy's pure ſtyle in thee's entirely loſt: 
Thus by a ſon. af ſoct. a ſaow-ball's toſt. | 
* Is: aut lun 1: „Wich 
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« With great regret his ſuecour and his chains: 
There ſenſe and Engliſh bluſh at thy dull ſtrains. 
80 long as he cou'd wield: his ſword he was 
Thy muſe nods o'er her pen, ſleep makes her pauſe. 

« He lives, his blood ſtreams for his country l true,” 
But living, flowing, verſe ne er ſtream d from you; 
With tranſport make the muſe and graces dance. 
« He lives — and ever ſhall.— he bled for France 
«« My admiration for a while ſuſpends 
My Grief !“ Mourn'd, not admir'd by een thy friends- 
Mute admiration, heav'n ] ſuſpends my teats, 
In ſuch Belloy's diſſalving muſe appears. 
« All is ſecure upon our ramparts, but” 
Tragedy s crimſon there you ſtain with ſoot; 
Againſt the pompous muſe you rudely bruſh, 
And to deep mourning change deep crimſon's bluſh; 
Refulgent thus Britannia's glory flam d, | 
Till tain'd by one unworthy to be nam d. 

COTS | 20 
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„ol ger'rou 8t. Pierre, now you ſee it plain,” 
Ah 1 how the ear of harmony you pain. 
The muſe ſhou d, like Gardini's wond rous pow'rs, 
Draw out the ſoul of harmony and ours; 
Twixt thee and him, there's ſome ſimilitude, 
You draw aerial emptineſs from wood. 
Genius, I know thee by no other name; 
Thou, to whom Demofontes owes its fame; 
Thus meeting finiſh'd beauty in the ſtreet, 
| She's angel call'd, not knowing whom we meet; 
May heav'nly harmony.ne'eribleſs my ear, 
Thy ſtrains, I mean, if I forget thee here; 
Yet you've a fault, which cannot be forgiv 'n, 
Like Arne, and yet unlike, you ſteal from heav'n ; 
You ſteal, what pilf ring Arne has ſeldom ſtole, 
What beauty robs us of, not Bach—the ſoul; 
80 plain thy muſic all the paſſions ſpeaks,” 
That it needs not the mule's voice it ſeeks; 
The burſt of paſſion, th echo of the heart, 
Which ſpeaks, what beauty's eyes, not words, impart. 

Nymphs | 
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Nymphs, who don't underſtand Italia's tongue, 

By their hearts know thy meaning when tis ſung; 
Their boſoms riſe and fall at thy command, 

Thus chryſtal tides are mov d by heav'n's ſtrong hand; 
Half human, half divine, thy harmony, 

Tis nature tun'd by the divinity ; 

E'en angels liſten, veild in female form, 

So tempered, like thy ſtrains, the heart to warm; 
The breaſts thy trembling lute, which lillies deck, 
Tis heav'n itſelf to claſp it's lovely neck; 

How ſoft thy lovers figh, tis love's laſt breath, 
The whiſper of a fagh, that whiſpers death ; 

Not beauty's lips, whoſe breaſt reſponſive heaves, 
Breathes back a ſigh ſo ſweet as ſhe receives; 


In mourning of the heart when grief appears, 
Thy dying notes fall, with her falling tears; 
Thy notes, when voice her fault ring lips forſakes, 
Break ſhort, in them her ev'ry heart-ſtring breaks; 
The lips of muſfick's muſe, pale, fault'ring, faint, 
Then ſpeak, as Scotti's lips alone can paint, 

| G When 
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When wild rage thunders, how thy thunders roll, 
The ſtorm roars loud, and rouſes the wak'd ul; 
A hurricane of harmony, along 
Drives all the ſoul, by violence of ſong; 
Torrent on torrent pours, with deaf ning ſound, 
Ruſhing and roaring, drowning all around; 
Pale terror ſtarts, and paler turns to find 

Its aity ſhade, in thy harmonious mind ; | 
Liſt ning deſpair with wildeſt wonder ſtares, 
To hear its wildneſs in thy charming airs ; 
Hope ſoft deſcends, in its blue, bending ſky, 
To find its heav'n in thy ſweet harmony; 
You from the heart catch ev'ry paſſion warm, 
And give to nature an aerial form; 
E'en love on beauty's ſelf forgets to gaze, 
Loſt in thy harmony's inchanting maze z 
The abſent eye is by the ear confin'd, 

And Love by muſic is made doubly blind; 

For once een noble dulneſs genius feels, 

In at his ear the breath of genius ſteels ; 


- Oba fy ce Hear 
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Hear him, ye deaf — thy ſtrains their ear unfold, 

The deaf to goodneſs, and to all, but gold: 

B-- the deaf, the blind, the dead to all 

That's noble or humane, hears muſic's call; 

Deaf to diſtreſs, which ſeems high heav'n taflault, 

Rending with piercing cries its azure vault : 

Like a young raven in ſome lofty wood, 

That calls upon its father for its food. 

E'en Murder's charm'd, the voice of blood is drown'd 

In powerful harmony's celeſtial ſound ; 

Thou charm'ſt the damn d, who's damn d by all, allknow, 

The ſon of darkneſs, and the ſon of ſnow ;. 

Rather, or may my fins be ne'er forgiv'n, 

I'd be the pooreſt bard e er lodg'd near heav'n, 

The pooreſt wreteh that ever murder'd time, 

And heav'nly reaſon crucified with rhime : 

Rather, like Homer, fing amongſt the throng, 

And wit an alms by violence of ſong ; 

As beauteous merit, friendleſs, and uncloath d, 

Than be a Fav'rite, who by all is loath dj; | 
Rather 
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| Rather I'd be, or may my hopes ne'er thrive, 

Belov'd dead Churchil, than loath'd = alive; 

E'en bookſellers, who make poor authbrs mourn, 

Now mourn an author, tis a juſt return; 

R - -, whoſe venal foul wou'd fell itſelf, 

| (Were it not wortllefs) to augment his pelf; 

Blubbers and ſobs, the whimp'ring,' fimple look 

Of a whipt ſchool boy, who' has loſt his book; 

All mourn their loſs, but honeſt, plain Moran, 

Who leſs eſteem d the author than the man. 

Churchil, ike beauty, knew what few wit's boaſt, 

To charm the very heart he wounded moſt ; 
Een He, with curſing whom all England s tir'd, 

At once abhor'd his ſatire and admir' d; 

The charms of Stowe to Temple now are dead, 

The heav'nly genius of tlie grove is fled ; | 

Silence, with wonder mute, deſir d no tongue, 

But his, to ſing as ſweetly as he lung; 8 

Rapt ſolitude was pleas d to be alone, 

To hear what angels without bluſh might own ; 

15/2169: Mute 
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Mute nightingales were held in ſweet ſuſpenſe, 

Ah! what is ſong to harmony of ſenſe ? 

The liſt ning nymphs ceas d garlands to compoſe, 

And from their lilly finger drop'd the roſe ; 

The ſwain at genius gaping, work forſook, 

And wond' ring, lean'd upon his bending crook ; 

Then flaſh'd bright genius and the grove illum'd, 

As if the fire of heav'n the grove conſum'd ; 

The fire of heav'n illum'd th'aſtoniſh'd grove, 

The fire of heav'n is genius from above; 

Then roll'd the thunder of immortal verſe, 

Then darted lightning fatal as twas fierce ; 

More dreaded than bright heay'n's, from whence it came, 
Thoſe dread not heav'n, who fear wit's piercing flame; 
It's thunder, whilſt heay'n laſts, ſhall terror roll, 

And ſhake a Murd'rer*s, or a M--'s foul ; 

When he is aſhes, ſtill the pointed fire 

Of heay'n, ſhall point him out till time expire, 
Temple, bare-breaſted fac'd the flame' of heav'n, 


And found not death, but life immortal giv'n; 
H Yet 
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Yet ſtill he mourns, and mourns with juſt concern, 
He ſighs o'er Churchil's, as o'er Freedom's urn; 
Temple and virtue ſhed one mutual tear, 

So like, none know the Goddeſs from the Peer. 


The wound premeditated murder gave 
Gay Wilkes diſdain'd—this, finks him to the grave, 
(Saviour of liberty where'er thou art, 

This verſe flows after from a bleeding heart.) 

O!] ſcene which Churchil, dead, alone cou'd paint, 
There, all but death's mute eloquence was faint ; 
Wilkes may exclaim with Arria's dying breath, 

Thy only wound was that of Churchil's death. 
How Churchil mention, and poor Lloyd forget? 
Tears fall with ink, and all my paper wet ; 

In vain alas | each genius I deplore, 

Horace and Virgil charm our ears no more; 

Virgil firſt liv'd in ſhades, in ſhades this died, 
For Engliſh. Virgil no Macenas figh'd, 


Bluſh 
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Bluſh, England bluſh, fink to thy native main | 
With ſhame, tho' ſeas can't waſh away thy tain ; 
There headlong plunge thee, tis thy uſual crime, 
From virtue diſtant, as high heay'n s ſublime ; 
Bluſh ye mean little great, who cou'd not fave 
A genius from a jail, its earthly grave; 
Unbounded genius ſhou'd unbounded roam, 
And know no limits but its heav'nly home; 
My muſe and genr'ous heav'n are of one mind, 
For heaven ſet free what cruelty confin'd, 


Again bright Churchil animates my verſe, 
I catch wild genius ſpringing from his hearſe ; 
Ackman who ſhines in filk no more ſhall chafe 
Like filk, but think now Churchil's dead he's ſafe; 
Havard, who walks on ſtilts, as climbing ſtiles, 
And ſmiles in ſorrow, now at ſorrow ſmiles; 
Mean, ſordid Y—s, the miſer he appears, 
Unaw'd, with hark'y, hark'y, grates our ears; 


B--y 


9 
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B--y. the baſe, who a tragedian made 

Of comic Woodward, ſmiles at Churchil's ſhade ; 

Woodward, undaunted ſhakes his empty head, 

And croaks oer Churchil—Ravens love the dead 

Proud Holland ſtruts, as if he meant to mount 

The ſky, and there call Churchil to account; 

No falary can ſuch vaſt pains reward, 

He's at hard labour, for he labours hard; 

He's a pains-taking man, who bread wou'd earn, 

He threſhes air, and makes the ſtage a barn; 

His voice ſwells proudly like a turkey's throat, 

He's Garrick's valet in his maſter's coat ; 

Of nature's monkey thartificial ape, 

With all his faults, his beauties all eſcape ; 

K— at whom impudence itſelf would bluſh, 

And ſooner bluſh than him, demands my bruſh ; 

He reigns, for impudence is now in vogue, 

Hibernia's ſon in ev'ry thing but brogue ; 

A ſpoil'd Mulatto with a daſh of white, 

Nature's foul ſuds—at night, he ſhines like night ; 
He 
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He charms the fair, of monkies they are fond, 
He looks like theft drawn thro' a dirty pond ; 

So dark a mien, a vizard does not aſk, 

As Indians are all face, ſo he's all maſk: 

A jaundic'd black, a ftain to human race, 
Scoopin g the kennel of his filthy face ; 

That dirt he in grimace on tbr audience throws, 
With dirty tricks he ſpoils their taſte, not cloaths, 
His uſeleſs, aukward hands behind him ſteal, 
As they had ſtole, theft ſtriving to conceal ; 
Tho' from the graces they yet never ſtole, 

In that as guiltleſs, as of ſenſe his ſoul ; 

With brazen front and copper hue he ſtands, 
And challenges applauſe without his hands; 

'The brazen image of bold impudence, 

% That common whore, that has not common ſenſe ;” 
The muſe's wing ſhall ſweep the ſtage, and clear 
For her, whoſe grief is Nature's tend'reſt tear; 
Cibber for Churchil heav d Monimia's f gh, 

And grief put on the mourning of her eye; 


1 
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That flow of gratitude was due to him, | 
Who taught her tears thro' ev'ry age to ſtream. 
G - - or on, or off the ſtage all art, 

Who never ſpoke or acted from his heart; 
With gratitude for once was known to melt, 
And felt a Virtue he before ne'er felt; 

The monkey of the quality was ſick, 

And for a while left off each monkey trick; 
Without a grin his apes around him ſtood, 
Striving to ſooth the maſter of the wood; 

As cordials Nymphs, ſo flatt'ry cured each qualm, 


For that ſtage ſov'reign's grief a ſov'reign balm ; 
The monkey broke his chain and fled to France, 


His proper clime, the clime of apes and dance. 


Powel or on or off the ſtage ſincere, | 
Mourn'd Churchil's death, and genius ſhed the tear ; 
That falling tear immortal fame ſhall catch, 

And from the laurell'd grave it falls on ſnatch ; 
Harden'd 


J 


Harden'd by time, that tear to pearl ſhall turn; 
A genius only ſhou'd a genius mourn, 


Powel, you are no actor, you've no art, 
You're nature's ſelf juſt pouring from the heart ; 
At beſt, the monkey only mimics man, 

Powel warms nature, t'other holds her fan ; 
Thus negroes fan thoſe charms they dare not touch, 
When eaſtern beauty lolls upon her couch ; 

Art nature cools, the warmth, the glowing bluſh 
Is fled, which us'd upon the ſoul to ruſh : 
Pure nature is an Eve, who needs no veil, 
However fine, it beauty muſt conceal ; 

She ſhou'd be Woffington, who naked roſe 

A riſing Venus, from ſleep's ſnowy cloaths ; 
The naked heart alone the heart can charm, 
And nature only nature can alarm. 

Thus tender ſouls are drawn by 2 

The lip of beauty ecchoes love's ſoft ſigh; 


Churchils 
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Churchil, our Horace, tells each mimic elf, 
« If you wou'd have me weep, firſt weep thyſelf ;” 
Churchil, once more adieu! A long farewel 


To genius—peace eternal with thee dwell. 


Now the pale judge, whoſe conſcience paints fo-pale 
With pious fear leſt he ſhou'd turn the ſcale, 

With tranſport glows, his meagre, chalky cheek 
That pleaſure ſpeaks, which language cannot ſpeak ; 
Like Dover's clifts he triumphs o'er the tomb 

Of one, for whom all earth has ſcarcely room; 

The ſprightly French great Churchil's death deplore, 
« And the gay mourn, who never mourn'd before” 
When Genius, that bright ſon of heav'n, expires, 
All earth, with reaſon, mourns what it admires. 
Churchil had faults, the beſt have faults to mou. 
The ſcale of _ with a tear will turn. 


4 Muſt 


[ 37 J 


Now to the inharmonious muſe again, 
Who knows no link of harmony's vaſt chain, 
« And looks upon our lawful king as a—” 
Thy mute muſe gaped, not knowing what to ſay. 
Gaping, ſhe lean'd on her poetic ſtaff, 
Her wonder witneſs'd by an ideot laugh ; 
She wou'd have ſpoke, but fear'd to give offence, 
Firſt found her want of words and then of ſenſe ; 
Struck with the beauty of Belloy's chaſte ſcene, 
Thy muſe, dull Cymon, his, fair Iphigene. 
<« With that ſame plea, puniſh my father a- 
'Tis puniſhment to read thy verſe, alas! 
te That bound them both together. I am not 
« Aſham' d. All ſhame and verſe thou haſt forgot 3 
Or rather never knew, were juſtly ſaid, 
Elſe thy dull ink with bluſhes wou'd turn red. 
« Mine was as innocent and pure as light.” 
That's a dark falſhood, did not you firſt write ? 
That innocent of thought, you add not one, 
Superfluous declaration, you have none; 

K But 
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But your muſe meant a falſhood, for ſhe ſtole 
A fooliſh thought, like Hume, with half a ſoul. ' _ + 
Thou hadſt not thought enough to ſteal a thought, 

And to produce, will never be thy fault. 


6 gloried in my conqueror, when in—" 

You there again againſt the graces fin, 

My cyphers and my colours were diſplay'd ; yy 
There in French ſilk you dreſs th harmonious maid. 
“When thro' his countenance, all pale and wan,” 
All pale and wan, thou ſimple, dying ſwan. _ 

*© More'ſtill he wou'd have done, had we not ſtopt”'— 
From her fair neck the muſe's head is Iop t. 
Then in my laſt, expiring moments give 

Alas | thy dying muſe ha'n't long to live 

My king my blood, my tears unto my father,” 
Half French, half Engliſh, or tis neither rather. 

Like a true Frenchman, when pale death appears, 

« Shed all my blood for France, for you my tears; “ 
Let them approach now Alienora is 

O! heav'n was ever verſe ſo blank as this? 

For 
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cc. For nature's works,” 'midft hers Belloy's I rank. 

cc Preſented with, an. univerſal blank,” i: 1 

A glorious pattern to your ſex” but Why, b 

Condemn in ſilence a bright thought to die? 

Like veil d, blind jullice, who the death decreee 

Of innocence, he neitheg knows or * 

* Fond France reſigns her ſoul to her low d n | 

« From him her glory, or her mis'ries ſpring.” 

« Muſt we then ſee our u/urp'd lillies join'd,” + | 

Uſurp'd, not ſſarp d, learn to tune thy mind; 

With Albion's leopards, on our ramparts fixt.“ 

Leopards and lillies, they are ſweetly mixt. 

Thus each Nr if. not to learn too ſilly, 

« Muſt England's lion trample on the lilly? 

In ſurp d you uſurp Arne's aſs-like ear, 

When tha and care for gurſed rimes appear, 

Unnaturally join d in Artaxerxes. nd 

Where ſing the muſes, bluſhing at its verſes. 

e Still greater than their own at laſt oblige 4 0 7 

Them next,” —O ! bluſhing _ up the Gege. 
When 
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“ When heaven's will and rig'rous. ſeaſons nk,” 
By thee the mule, to ling was never taught. 7 

« Of France, and bids us lock upen kim : 

A prince” —How-wretched looks thy prince, alas! 

« Our generous mayor dbef now expect from you,” - 
Does— thy weak muſe walks in a Chineſe ſhoe. py 
« Projeted—andhappy is his daughter that 
You midlt th'harmonious vitgins never Rt; mort? 
« And then may Edward, after a whole years - 
Ah! ſuck fad verſe draws ev'ry muſe's tears. 
% Let us revive their drooping hopes lets. | Bag. | 
Thy ſlumb ring muſe her tuneful taſk forgot z — 
She clos'd her eyes before the verſe cou'd cloſe, - 

Tho' muſic nurmur d juſt beneath her noſe,” 


« Shew ſuch virtues as were never. ſeen before,. 
Such wretched verſes They rait not, they pour. 
« And theſe paternal hands—T cannot d, 
Bays, you reheatſe yourſelf-—we'lls7 look 107. 
TIO gh THIN * 
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« The foremoſt in the ſacrifice, Bold, Say ;” 
Nay add, remain, move not, go not away, 
A ſuperfluity of want of ſenſe, 
Thy words, twin ideots, give the ſame offence, 
E'en beauty, when too oft her form ſhe views, 
Diſpleaſes, ſo the image of the muſe. 
Thus finiſhes of murder, act the firſt, 
Damn'd by the muſes, by the graces curs'd, 
Now act the ſecond, but the firſt, in fact, 
'Tis the fame nonſenſe reigns in ey'ry act. 
% Wounded before my face, I ſaw thee fall,” 
Thy genius ſinks, till "ris not ſeen at all. 
ec As does thy flowing blood my eyes O! ſweet, 
You, tyrant- like, lop off the muſe's feet; 
« Repentance, weeping, and deſpairing love,” 
Repentance all in tears, perhaps might move, 
Tou muſt or bear me ſpeak or ſee me die 
There ten low words in one dull line we ſpy. 

LL ite Where 
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Where is love's deſp'rate ardour out of breath? 
That wildly cries, hear, or Fll: ruſh on death; bos va 
cee Shall in oblivion leave thiy norbingneſi, 
Thy muſe's fate and genius you expreſs, vy 
ce Cut off from thy ·illuſtrious race which had— 

« It is not poetry but proſe run mad. 
Thou art cut off from all the muſes' train, 


With violation you thoſe virgins ſtain; 91 

J hear their ſnrieks in ev'ry ſcreaming verſe, 
Thou'rt more their hate than — is England's curſe. 
Or more than you, ſage charitable E 
Are by the ſtarving ſons of filk abhor' d: 
At thy hard heart, in vain may famine knock, 
No ſpring of pity iſſues from that rock. 
Thoſe filk-worms, tho' you tread upon, as worms, 

+ Tremble, leſt they aſſume not other forms; 


All England is concern'd, when is oppreſs'd 
A ſingle Engliſhman, and not redreſs d. 
SHY 18 « Thy 
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« Thy virtues are the inſtruments of crime furs 
There Engliſh bluſhes, — tis not the firſt time. 
« Go, gather thy ignoble laurels ſtain'd” 
With murder of that muſe thou haſt prophan' d. 
O horror | what! kill my brother | no, no.” 
O horror | how thy barbrous numbers flow. 
Brave Edward's double right, by conqueſt and 
By birth ; that unborn heroe how withſtand 3 
Give thy full flood of nonſenſe larger room, 
And ſay he conquer ' d in his mother's womb. 
© Both in our infamy and death: where's th end? 
Both infamy and death thy muſe attend, 
A ſhining monument to conſeerate” 
Belloy's bright muſe, not his, who can't tranſlate. 
« My greateſt joy, it was my duty to 
Not break off there, but genius to purſue, 


« As a ſtate maxim, and a politick duty,” | 
O! heav'nly harmony, where is thy beauty ? | 
Thy charming chain which captivates the ſoul ; 
By thee, and beauty, from ourſelves we're ſtole ; 


Her 
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Her glance, love's ſhining chain, thine azure air, 
How fine, yet ſtrong," the fetters which we wear; 
e Maſt fall, ſome of our enemies ſhall join 
« Us in the grave,” —You bury ſenſe each line; 
Thou art wit's funeral, its mourner too, 
And ſtrange, you mourn the beauty you neer knew; 
< It loſes its eclat Thou canſt not thine, 
When ſhines thy muſe, dull darkneſs” ſelf ſhall ſhine, 
«© What happineſs for me to have been born” 
To murder genius—ever bluſh that morn— 
ce Grand Dieu! qu'en | ce moment ma naiſſance 

n eels vic 
O! ſentiment ſublime which e heav'n's air; 
That from high heav 'n deſcends to viſit earth ; | 
ce Great God ! how dear to me is now my birth. 
Thus to the dying father ſpeaks the ſon, 
Both chuſing the lame ruce of fate to run. 
« With tranſport! Oh, my ee ſee thy great 


bc Deliver 


« Deliver, Lord | from al who * e | 
Thus 


[ 45 ] 

Thus act the ſecond ends, now act the third, 
Where the ſame dulneſs reigns, alike abſurd. 
e bluſh e en now,” ah thou ſhould'ſt ever bluſh, 
To ſee ſuch torrents of thy nonſenſe ruſh ; 
They down the alps of genius, more ſublime, 
| Waſh away beauties which would out-live time; 
Roaring, and meaning nothing, loud and faſt, 
Loſt in obſcurity's low vale at laſt. 
«© Ahl what a view !” ah! what a view to ſee 
Heay'ns flame extinguiſh'd by ſtupidity. 


t But ſhift the ſcene—what do I ſee in France,” 
In French I mean — ſcenes which the foul intrance. 
The ſcene is ſhifted in thy ſcenes indeed, 
Not England's more—in thine the graces bleed ; 
Thou vile ſcene—ſhifter, taper trimmer too, 
Affrighted at thy touch heav'n's flame burns blue; 
That glorious flame, on its own altar plac'd, 
Thaltar of the ſublime, adorn'd with taſte. 

M ..-. -.."« Infli& 
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« Inflict A puniſhment too great for ſuch _ 
Ingratitude,” verſe trembles at thy touch, 
“Together with their city, to their wild 
Frenzy,” down falls the muſe, her beauty's ſoil d. 
My conqueror, I here reſign my head,” 

Alas | tis that, of the beheaded dead. 

*« But a vaſt ſolitude of empty walls, 0 
Thy brain the picture ſpeaks, to thee it cal; 
Whilſt mine What ſhameſul tranſports draw you fram» 
Yourſelf” you're not yourſelf, your ſenſes roam. 
< Its chief? not in an obſcure and miſcreant mob,” 

In vain you at the muſe s cherry bob; 

The glowing fruit of all her penſave-paing = _ 
Warm, full deſcription, mixt with muſic's ſtrains. 

6 Far from conſenting to this exile, which” 

The muſe, like Hebe, falls, and ſhews her br— 

« I come to pay it now, ,'tis, worthy \of 
« Your genius” tis indeed, what ſenſeleſs ſtuff 1 
« Whoſe dangerous excels I have adinie'd,” 10 
Fearing the fickle town will ſoon be tir d. 


Already 
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te Already have I ſpread my victories. 


You have, beneath your pen» French Genius dies. 

« As far as Neuilli have I brought my arms,” 

Ink and thy quill— you've left behind what charms. 
Like Gallic nymphs, ſome rouge their muſe may taint» 
But thine is naked nonſenſe without paint. 

« One battle more and Paris fees me crown'd,” 

One battle more and Calais ſpreads the ground; 
Already Calais ſtands on ruin's brink, 
Drown'd in a flood of nonſenſe and of ink. 
« Your father to the glorious poſt of lord 

« High-Conſtable 0 Lord l how great that word. 
The verſe his head laps off O! fatal found, 

Down falls the ax—the. head rolls on We ground. 

« Without diſparaging out ſex, debars 

« Us from the erown.”—O | my poetic ſtars. 

“ Or carry my revenge up to the higheſt pitch,” 

You carry verſe beyond the muſe's reach. 

« Nor ſee their laurels ſtain'd by joining with 
Mention not laurels; you'll ne er wear one leaf. 


Why 


[48] 
Why does thy muſe a brilliant thought omit ? 


Is it for want of time, or want of wit? 


e You, prince, whom glory warms with heav'nly fire, 
c You're not the ſame—elſe them you muſt admire.” _ 
« I'm thunder-ſtruck—Confufion to my foul” * - 
From radiant heav'n that thunder you-ne'er ſtole ; 
Thou'rt ſtruck with brightneſs and with blindneſs too; 
The brightneſs of a thought you dare not view ;, 
The heav'nly muſe, like the Divinity, 
May juſtly ſay, Why perſecutes thou me? 
« Confuſion | what reproach | I ſcarce have breath, 
ce I breathe no more—ſhame to the ſoul is death—” 
So ſings Belloy's fair muſe, but you ſtood dumb, 
Like ſtupid Cymon, biting his fool's thumb; Þ— = ' 
But ſleeping Iphigene wak'd Cymon's ſenſe, 
There to the fimile you've no pretence : 
Alone the great, firſt fair, which Plato draws, 
In thee, ſo ſtrange a miracle can cauſe. | 
'Tis healing the dark blind who has no eyes, 
How part reſtore, when nature all denies ? 
„ Now 


[#] 


Now act the fourth—it opens with the head 
Of what—a fool—of nonſenſe brought to bed. 
« That flow from virtue and a conſtience clear. 
How fad thy grief, how bright Belloy's ſoft tear. 
© Thoſe tears which virtue ſheds, ſeli-ſatisfied, 

ce Crown'd with the bright ſucceſs for which ſhe figh'd 3” 

It is the tear of beauty, and Belloy, 
The beauty of the ſoul, that weeps for jo. 
But why omit a thought which nature charms ? 
«© My foul inflam'd, grows greater 'twixt thy arms; 
Thus filial nature ſpeaks to him, who gave 
That nature, which wou'd die its fire to ſave. 
« Pardon theſe ſtruggles in a-parent's breaſt” 
Thine's calm as ſea;/&'er by rude wind itnpreſt; 
The breaſt of Venus—in a marble form— 
A virgin breaſt, which ne er knew paffion's* ſtorm. 
Where is the tender torture of the heart 
A father feels, who ſees himſelf depart. 
Before himſelf, his dearer dying\ſon— 


Tis what Belloy alone can paint, or none. | 
[3 N _ 
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His pen is nature's pencil, and he ſtole, 

Whilſt the nymph ſlept, the features of her: * 
In wonder loſt, my muſe, thy efforts huſh, 
And filently admire, what makes thee bluſh; 
Tho' he drew nature's virgin veil, draw you 

A veil oer beauties,” which you vainly view. 
They are to die; then left me in deſpair, 

Not ſo of France, ſighs the moſt charming fair, 
Thus her ſad lips her lovely griefs impart, 

tc They die, he fled, and from me tore my heart. 
« A province ſor your ſakes, L know he'll det, . 
Twirt tragie acts, tis hotnepipe's nimble foot. 
« In an extream of grief and joy; which as—” 
Your joy was firſt extreme, tis ſunk alas 

Gay joy, deep grief in mourning, are twin ſtars 
Succeeding each the poet's hopes and fears 
&« Rebuke, it is what I deſerve, I am 

The cauſe” that here the Gallic muſe all damn; 
More than a Frenchman ſhe is now abhor'd, 
More than a noble D—, or nothern L—, 


151 J 


e But why thy ſon be immolated too,” . 

Tragedy frowns—her dagger points at you : 

The Engliſh muſe is dreſt in foreign ſilks, da 
Baniſh each nymph ſo dreſt, and call home Wilkes, 
Tho” he enjoys his home in ev'ry heart, 

' Whilſt Britons breathe, he never ſhall depart. 

Not kings can baniſh from that native home, 
Which kings themſelves are often baniſh'd from. 

« Live for thy king—and we together die,” 

And thus dies act the fourth, without one figh. 
Thus dies the muſe of France with killing charms, 
« Live for thy king—my ſon die in my arms.“ 


Thro' heavy roads at length the Inn we reach, 
be dull fifth act, —Belloy's laſt dying ſpeech. 

« He'll not comply, O 1 royal Sir, ſhou'd he 

« Refift” I will againſt thy infamy, ' 

Which ſtains the brighteſt muſe was ever born 

That came from bew eb bluſh is nature's morn- 


Thou'ſt 


| 
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Thou'ſt murder'd both her body and her ſoul, 

Her language, ſenſe thou murd'rer of the whole. 
« Inhuman father I e er that thou art rack d- 
You've rack d and tortur d the French muſe, tis fact. 

« Thou ſhalt beheld thy ſon in tortures die—" 
Again you torture her O cruelty, . 
te Thou art his executioner ;* in you 

Belloy's vile executioner we den.. 

Thus fings the voice of nature and of heavn, 
Belloy's bright muſe, to her each voice is gin. 


9 * ſon s {tai d blood ſhall feaſt thy cn el eye, ef] 


And give thee, more than death, before you die ;” 


Thou art his murderer ; his dying ſhriek, 


« My vengeance on a traytor's heart ſhall wreak. 

« O my dear ſon | this is indeed a trial 

Tis nature's, but to thine ſhe gives denial. | 

My ſon, my ſoul—O + heav'n grief ſtabs my . 
Thus ſpeak thoſe lips which nature's voice impart. 


The eyes of all the world are fix'd on us.” 


Davis and thee, Ol moſt prepoſterous, ; 
| « That 
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„ That juſt and jealous corps we hazard all,” 

You do : pure Engliſh bluſhes at thy fall. 

,» Ranſack, ravage, fire and ſword! I'll make 

You burn the graces at the muſe's ſtake ; 

You ranſack, ravage, what is then thy crime ? 

Heav'n ſpares thee, for thou'rt damn'd before thy time.- 
Muſe with more Horror ſhock not nature's eye, 

Nor her fine ear with ſuch curſt harmony; 

Dennis hold up thy pen—the muſe's hand, 

Guided by heav'n's—by nature's graces fann'd-: 

Dennis hold up thy pen—Belloy's fair daughter, 
You've murder'd,and French wine have chang'd to water. 
Murder and witchcraft, impious crimes and great, 


Hear thy juſt ſentence—never more tranſlate, 
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